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UNDER THE LOCUST TREES 


I 


This is the old Eureka inn, the place of memory. 

It faces down toward the south, a distance from the sea. 

The red-wing blackbird and the crow are circling all the day, 

Their noise a ghostly echo of the children at their play. 

Those children, laughing, happy once, are scattered far and near, 

Their graves are green on foreign strands, the old home ruined here. 

The mansion house is charred and black, it stood in yonder dell, 

The dear old kitchen-house they loved, an inn where strangers 
dwell, 

The source of many a happy hour, to all the children dear. 

And good old turbaned Mammy Lou reigned like an empress here. 

The odor of her cookery still about the ancient, time-worn walls 

Clings like the incense at some shrine in high, dim shadowy halls. 

When they would seek her from their play in field and garden by the 
sea 

Her store of good things never failed, she gave them always gen- 
erously. 

The creaking of the dusty boards are echoes weird and far away 

Of childhood’s ringing laughter still resounding at its happy play. 

Out in the barren fields where once the happy darkies lifted song 

Rang in the golden, languid noon, aye, lilted softly all day long, 

And up and down the avenue of bent and gnarled old cedar trees 

The children play at old time games, race in the scented, salt sea 
breeze. 
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There were three of the children and Louis was oldest of all, 
A little lad quiet and thoughtful, dark-eyed, and slender and tall. 
A little too grave for his years, had he been given his way 
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In the woods of the old plantation he would have rambled all 
day 

Over the meadow and woodland sunny and golden and still. 

There were laden vines in the hollow, and little blue buds on the 
hill. 

Never in mischief like Charley, Charley the blue-eyed and gay, 

Yet he was winning and tender in his quaint, unchildlike way. 


3 


There’d come a hail from the treetops, it was blue-eyed Charley’s 
call, 

Perched in the swaying branches he never feared to fall. 

He was always in mischief and trouble, this idle and light-hearted 
child, 

Sunny and bright as the noonday, restless, eager and wild. 

Yet he was none the less lovable, none the less loving and kind, 

And he wore the smile of his bonny lips in his sunny heart en- 
twined. 
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Another roamed the woodland dell or sat beneath its trees, 
And she had eyes like heaven’s stars, and dark as mysteries. 
And she had hair like corn silk ripe, soft curls like tassels flung 
When south winds amorously flit the swaying corn among. 
Slim like a reed in the marshes, light as a bird on wing, 

The child was as frail as a flower, a slight and beautiful thing. 
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Blankets of emerald, broidered and studded with jewels, 

So ran the meadow down to the edge of the pond. 

There stood the patient cattle in the knee-deep silent water, 
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Sapphire jewels and gold on the bank beyond. 

Blankets of gold woven by hand of the summer, 

-Made by the summer to cover the field, her child, 

Made of the pattern of Solomon’s immemorial grandeur, 
Wild rose, buttercup, mint, all blossoms wild. 


6 


“Oh, light little sun-kissed ringlets crowned with tiara of gold, 

Oh, little queen of the summer, where is your kingdom, pray? 

And where are the faithful subjects who placed the crown on your 
forehead, 


That priceless structure of gold and pearl array?” 


She glanced from under her tresses with a roguish smile and sweet, 

“The wood and the field is my kingdom, the garden and sun-kissed 
lea. 

They’ve made me queen of the summer. They call me Love,” she 
said, 

“And I have two faithful subjects, my brothers play with me.” 


Five long summers had made her the queen of coquettes, I fancy. 
Five long summers had made her the heart and idol of all. 

Love was her wand to rule them, the willing father and mother, 
Charley the wild and willful, Louis the grave and tall. 


They wove her a girdle of queen’s lace, and crowned her with 
daisies gold, 

They built her a royal foot-bridge to ford the singing brook, 

And high in the spreading locust that looked toward the sea 

They built her an airy stairway, a sheltered nook. 

All day she hunted the clover for a four leaf bit of charm, 
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Singing away like a wood-bird half hid on the reddened lea. 
They made her a mimic graveyard down by the babbling brook, 
They buried the broken dollies and chanted the litany. 
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Onward and ever onward the sands of time must run. 
There is no going backward, there is no standing still. 
A face is gone from the circle, a voice is heard no more, 
They dug a grave in the valley below the emerald hill. 


And now I see her with caressing arms 

Flung round that black-robed form with widowed heart. 

And she must comfort the mother, the sad-eyed, weeping mother, 
Must learn a lesson from out life’s book, the word “‘to part.” 


The oriole sang as gayly from her nest in the locust tree 

The red sun kissed the clover, and life ran on the same, 

The ringing shout of the children after the moment’s lapse 
Swelled with the joy of living and playing another game. 
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Onward and ever onward the shifting sand must run. 

There came a time when laughter was heard no more in the hall, 
But the sound of a bitter weeping, a calling upon the dead, 
And silence echoes the name that will not answer the call. 


“Mother, mother.” I hear them call in the gray, dim morn 
When life should wake to laughter, and love stirs, needing love. 
As a bee in the ivory chalice of the garden lily sips 

And needs the dew of its very heart to live and move. 


> 


“Mother, mother, oh, mother:” in the golden-hearted noon. 
The oriole in the locust stirred and dreaming ceased to sing. 
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And a brooding stillness lingered above the shimmering fields 
Where lately among the golden corn the darkies’ song would ring. 


“Mother, mother.” The night winds came down the chimney wide. 

They echoed a cry that was heard no more in the moonlit, empty 
hall. 

No patter of little footsteps ascending the oaken stair, 

But the scampering feet of the frightened mice, and that was all. 


Oh, where are the little children who played in the cornfields wide, 

And sang in the happy gloaming, Charley, Louis, and Bee? 

They have taken the little boys, they have hushed the song of their 
childhood, 

They have sent them out of their native land to a school across the 
sea. 


And where is the child with the sun-kissed curls, the little queen 
of the summer? 

She reigns no more in the locust grove, she sings no more at play. 

They have led her off for a time, they have bidden the child forget, 

To think of her new friends only, they will bring her back some 
day. 


Poor child, poor little summer queen, your crown is snatched away. 
Then dream not of the yesterday, for yesterday is dead. 

Nor dream of the tomorrow, the sad and dim tomorrow, 

It may not reach your little grasp; it lies too far ahead. 


But gather the sunlight, little Bee, of this, the passing hour, 
And let the old world swing its course to and fro as it will. 
For all of our little trying we may not shape her path, 
Thorns and briars and bitter words, but there are flowers still. 
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Gather the sunlight, little Bee, nor look too far ahead, 

But let each day bring forth its joy, or battle with its woe. 
Where ever we wander along it the path must end some day, 
And there is peace at the ending well we know. 
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You can yearn for a thing in the heart till the soul will no longer 
desire it, 

And other things in the rush of life will take and usurp its place; 

Till love may become a shadow in an old, old garden of roses; 

A pleasant shadow to dream of, but you’ve forgotten his face. 


And so it is with our childhood, we dream in the path of life, 

And half the things are forgotten that once we deemed our best, 

They are hidden away in a sepulchre, they are dust of old pressed 
flowers, 

We visit them only in solitude, or in the dark night’s rest. 


So each of the new tomorrows shall bring its mede of living, 
And every grave of the yesterday shall hold its ghost of regret; 
But the sun shines hot on the locust trees, the oriole sings as full. 
And earth is full of the season’s love to us who are living yet. 


PART TWO 


I 


The years have blossomed like roses that opened sweet on life’s lea, 
Sixteen in all they have blossomed and made her a garden of years; 
She is no longer a child in the old home down by the sea, 
That age of sunshine and laughter and childish tears. 
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Many conflicting emotions have surged and swept over her soul 

As she sat in the age-dim mansion now singularly silent and still, 

And watched the melting of snow-flakes and the gold of the 
summer sun. 

Shine on the old gray stone on the sloping hill. 


Shrouded in white lies the garden like the beautiful sleeper that day 
When the world was a snowdrift of roses and fragrant bloom, 

And the hill like a lake of emerald with one little ship on its breast, 
The ivory gleam of the marble that marks her tomb. 


Many the buds of the garden have blossomed and faded and died, 
Many a time has the hillside been wrapped in its pall of snow, 
Many the showers of summer have wept in the meadows about her, 
But the mother sleeps on the hillside and may not know. 


They have called her strange and uncanny, they have kept her 
away from all, 

That grim old aunt in her rustling silks, that uncle with furtive 
eyes, 

They have raised her alone in the garden like a lonely, beautiful 
flower, 

In a chill and loveless solitude. It will all be theirs if she dies. 


Out in the wind-swept garden, there is none to call her in, 

She watches the ghost of the humming rain leap on the beaten 
walk; 

And the locust branch bends low, whispers and whispers again 

Saying the same old things. She is tired of hearing it talk. 


Noon in the old-time garden, she is there on the ancient seat 
Watching the drowsy bee on the larkspur’s purple lip, 
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Watching the shadows lengthen on the moss-grown old sun-dial; 
The bee on the sun-kissed dandelion, and the fountain’s measured 


drip. 


There is none but the bee and the blossom to mark her bosom’s 
swell, 

The quiet roll of the crystal tear across her pallid cheek. 

But the old trees bend to love her, the blossoms spring tip-toe 

To touch the hem of her simple gown. If blossoms can talk they 
speak. 
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So they sent her away lest her dying had made them a grave of 
regret, 

They sent her up to the capital, to the convent on the hill, 

To the sisters of good St. Joseph. They placed the child in their 
care, 

Who fed her full with the bread of love, and let her wander at will. 


Out on the dew-wet hillside to watch the rising sun, 

There were little blue buds in the grasses, and mint perfumed the 
air, 

There was coming and going of life in the busy streets below, 

But peace on the sloping green where the dear sun kissed her hair. 


And she watched the ways of people in the busy streets of life, 
She saw the sin and the sorrow, she saw the sin and the joy, 

She saw the quiet endurance of those who labor in peace, 

The onward march of the palsied man and the whistling boy. 


She saw the meeting of lovers in the quiet streets at night, 
In the hillside’s purple shadows, checkered with moon and leaf. 
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And knew the dreaming of girlhood, the thrill of the night wind 
blown, 


She heard the curse of the drunken man, and the cat-like step of 
the thief 


Fleeing away from justice. She heard the shot, the cry, 

She saw the beaten fugitive dragged away to his cell. 

She heard the whimper of hunger from the ragged child of the 
street, 

The wild, loud laugh of transient joy that hinted of hell. 
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There was one that came to the hillside often and sat as she sat, 
Brooding the streets below, and the fearful drama of life; 

Tall, with the stoop of a scholar in his slender shoulders, he seemed 
To nurse the fires of a thousand years in his dark eyes’ strife. 


Often they sat together side by side on the bench, 

They spoke not each to the other, strangers gazing afar, 
Wrapped in a world of dreaming that set them as far apart 
As the earth in her silent orbit moves from the evening star, 


Then as our wheeling planet is silently drawn to the sun, 
Slowly, unconsciously each, their spirits were nearer drawn, 
And the knowledge of understanding in the quiet eyes of each 
Lighted the torch of friendship, and she was less forlorn. 


She knew not first when the language of eyes and the quiet soul 
Gave place to the speech of tongue as they met day after day. 
She only knew that the garden of life had fairer grown, 
That there were flowers of joy along life’s quiet way. 
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He was an orphan too, and his home lay over the sea. 

He had not seen its roof since he was a little lad, 

But he told her of its beauty, and how he had seeen it last 

As they hurried him down the long brick walk. They had claimed 
all that he had. . 


He spoke to her of his mother as they sat in the quiet dusk 
Looking down on the city, and saw the mothers pass. 

His mother was like a shadow in an old, old garden of roses, 
A shadow of shadows lying athwart the quiet grass. 


He spoke of this shadow-mother who ever walked at his side, 
And his eyes to the quiet listener had caught the sunset’s glow. 
She saw the gleam of a soul that walked on the borderland, 

She felt that he missed this presence as fondly as long ago. 


She thought of the long gone morning her mother had passed away, 
Of the dim old hall where the children had called and called in vain, 
Then a shadow fell on the grasses, the wind ran whispering by, 

And she felt a comfort of nearness her heart could not explain. 


Quick she stretched her hands to the sunset to grasp she knew not 
what, 

So strange to her was this presence unseen on the quiet hill, 

And it seemed to her the attainment of all that was good in life 

To hold this fleeting shadow that came and went at its will. 


One clasped her hands in the gloaming with swift, heart-hungry 
words, 
Like the cry of a lonely dreamer who wakes to find him lone, 
And it seemed to her that the light of love in his dark eyes shining 
Came out of the long dead years, was something she long had known. 
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There was peace on the quiet hillside for she drank at the fount of 
love, 

‘But she seemed to find her standing in an old May garden blown, 

Where the sun shone down on the blossoms, the prim, old-fashioned 
blossoms, 

Shone high on the sloping hill, where she played and was not alone. 


Where the locust trees were whispering, repeating the sounds of 
mirth, 

Or the oft-repeated stories as they rested from their play. 

On the bench by the old sun-dial, in the checkered sun and shadow 

Her mother sat and rested in the old familiar way. 


A sweet reunion of ideas came thronging back to her heart 

As she sat and dreamed with Dallas in the gray dusk on the hill, 
Old loves and new were mingled in a sweet and tangled web. 
The presence stood before them and smiled upon her still. 


It was dark in the streets below them, sluggishly life ran there, 

Cheating, and being cheated, they moved in their narrow way, 

Who dared not look behind them and life held naught before, 

Who struggled and fought for the bread of life, and lived from 
day to day. 


And the eyes of the girl o’erflowed, who had found her meadows of 
life, 

Checkered with sun and shadow, now suddenly wide and sweet, 

Where the god of love ran riot, he touched the ground at will, 

He spread a carpet of blossoms rose-red for her eager feet. 


Then suddenly she remembered ’twas her last day on the hill, 
Her last day at the convent. Her studies were all complete, 
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And she must leave on the morrow, go back to that dull old house, 
Must part with him who loved her, and they might never meet. 


But he laughed with the quiet joy of one who has found his own. 
“The earth can have no corner, that will hide you now from me. 
I will find you in your garden, and I will walk with you there, 
I will fight and conquer this dragon who hides you by the sea.” 


Then they rose and looked at the hillside, and down on the street 
below, 

On the shabby, slouching crowds where crime and tragedy streamed, 

It was here they had met above them, on the quiet, pleasant slope, 

Turning the pages of life’s thick book they had sat and dreamed. 


Then they set their face to the convent and climbed to the aged 
gates, 

There one came running to meet them, her friend, sweet Adele 
Rose, 

Who waited under the lilacs to watch the lovers part, 

Full of curiosity, full of fear. It was time for the gates to close. 


So Adele watched from the shadows. The parting ended at last. 

When he had promised to meet her in the garden far away, 

The last low whisper spoken, the last shy glance withdrawn, 

She turned to enter the closing gates, to dream of that promised 
day. 


And Adele bounded to meet her, thirsting to know it all, 
Meeting with brief responses and nowise taken aback, 

Content with her own surmisings, and having news of her own 
She could chatter for two right merrily, nor feel the other’s lack. 
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Sweet and gay, superficial, and lacking the merit of brains, 
One felt that love could be worthy from a heart so sweetly gay, 
But one can never confide in the sunbeam over the wave, 

- Or the thistledown in the garden that ever dances away. 


Had Adele but had perception their love would have deeper grown, 

And that would have been a friendship that was only so in name, 

A lovely bloom in life’s garden to the silent heart of one, 

But Adele was only a flitting child who played through life as a 
game. 


Now she had news to chatter of that made Beatrice pause 

In the little winding pathway to clasp her friend with delight. 

And the loveless, dark old mansion for years she had called her 
home 

Rose from its shadows of solitude and blazed with a sudden light. 


With the light and the joy of living, for Adele had much to tell 

Of a new-bought home that was near her friend where they might 
often meet, 

Of a dear adopted brother who was coming home from school, 

Of a mother who would be mother to both, she was so sweet. 


Oh happy planning and laughter, oh mingled joy and regret! 
But youth is full of the looking forward to what is yet to be, 
When the sun shines ever tomorrow, the rose was never so red, 
When the robin trills of summer’s love from every wayside tree. 


4 
Long she had dreamed of the roses that bloomed in her garden of 


love, 
On the bench by the old sun-dial checkered with sun and shade, 
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When she sat in the silent garden and heard the trees and flowers 
Whisper of life, and the oriole sang to the lonely little maid. 


Till she wearied in vain of her garden, and yearned for the world 
of life, 

For the roses of youth that her hand had pluckt on the sun-kissed 
sloping hill. 

And now she yearned for her garden, her sweet, old-fashioned 
garden, 

She had told it all of her childish dreams, and she yearned to tell 
it still. 


She must tell it all of this sweeter dream, must carry its sunlight 
there, 

Her grim old aunt in her rustling silks could give her now no fear, 

And that old uncle who hated her, a miser with furtive eyes, 

Was dead and buried beyond the hill, she had never shed a tear. 


But she thought of the dripping fountain with its moss-grown 
marble rim, 

Of the tall old lilac that leaned above the restful old stone seat, 

Where Dallas would sit beside her and talk of the long-ago, 

And the sweeter dreams of the future that stretched for her danc- 
ing feet. 


It seemed to her now as she dreamed it, he was part of the garden’s 
life, 

That his eyes had followed her childhood, his hand ever held her 
own. 

The thought of it haunted and followed, and seemed to possess her 
heart 

Till she fancied him ever beside her there, she had never been alone. 
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Oh dream on forever and ever, and never wake from your dreams, 
Sweet little queen of the garden, the waking will be too sad, 

For half of the joy of living is gathered into its dreams. 

Go back to your quaint old garden who are over happy and glad. 


PART lH REE 


The song of the mating robins in the old home trees rang full, 

The oriole sang from the locust bough whose milk-white blossoms 
fell. 

The lifted song of the darkies from the new-sown fields rang clear, 

She heard the sound of the cow bells sweet from a neighboring dell. 


Up on the sun-kissed hillside she had sat by her mother’s grave 

Till the morning nodded to drowsy noon, and the hot sun dried 
her tear, 

Till she felt that comfort of nearness that ever seemed with her 
now, 

And she saw the shadows of moving forms in the wide old garden 
near. 


He was coming today to see her, it was he at the garden gate. 

Would he dream of her now as when on the sloping, convent hill? 

They would have but a moment together, Adele was there with 
her brother, 

She could hear her babble and laughter who was never a moment 
still. 


So they met at the garden gate where the bent old locust tree 
Scattered its milky petals, sweet flakes of summer blown. 
With cheeks like the full peach blossoms that wait for the south 
wind’s kissing 
She gave the kiss that he dared to take in that one moment alone. 
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From the lilacs came Adele laughing and dragging her brother out, 

She wanted to show to Bee’s new friend this brother she loved so 
well, 

Who had come to her in her childhood from a land across the sea, 

But theirs by love and adoption, as often she had to tell. 


So they entered the garden gate and Dallas looked at the boy, 
“We have met before, I am certain.” But Adele’s brother said “‘No.” 
He looked at the sun-swept garden, at the fine old mansion house, 
And it seemed to him as a picture he had seen long, long ago. 


Till he thought that the sun had dazzled him, made all things unreal, 
As part of another life he had lived long ages gone— 

But who was this old, old woman who stood on the wide stone steps, 
Who trembled and stared on meeting, with face so ashen and worn? 


As a dreamer who wakes and remembers his dream so Dallas awoke: 

Awoke to the cruel truth, to a truth so bitter-sweet, 

And knew that he stood at last in his childhood’s old-time garden, 

He heard it all from the lips of her who had planned they should 
never meet. 


He heard it all from the lips of her who had sent the boys away, 
Only to part them later still in schools across the sea, 

Then Charley had been adopted, and he had been left alone, 
Half forgot of the younger two, in a school of charity. 


He remembered the emerald hillside and the shining headstones 
there, 
The one on the sloping terrace, the one on the ground below. 
He remembered this scheming woman who called herself their aunt, 
And Charlie, now Adele’s brother, his brother so long ago. 
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He remembered, oh, he remembered, and a cry broke from his heart, 
The little queen of the summer fields, she had grown so stately 


P and tall, 
Who had sat with him on the hillside, and had dreamed their lovers’ 
dreams, 
Were they tears of joy or swift regret? ‘“My brother.” he heard her 
call. 


They were all alone in the garden now, Louis, Charlie and Bee. 

Adele had taken the stricken aunt and had led her weeping away. 

For a long, long time they sat on the ancient old stone bench 

Where the mother had sat so long ago watching her children 
play. 


It may be she watched by her children still. There were two who 
felt her near, 

There was one who sat with an aching heart, but Charlie was glad 
and gay, 

The little girl with the sun-kissed curls who had grown so stately 
and tall, 

She put her hand on her brother’s arm in the old familiar way. 


It may be the silence was more than words, for the eyes speak 
silently, 

And eyes can read to the hidden heart that have understanding and 
love. 

It may be they felt the comfort of that sweet presence beside them 

Who came to comfort her children thus from fairer gardens above. 


But the sunset flamed on the sloping hill and touched a gleaming 
stone, 
It kissed the old sun-dial white, the three on the garden seat, 
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The first chill wind of night came shaking the locust boughs, 
He shook the blooms on the children grown for an offering bitter- 
sweet. 


And as it is with the hour-glass time there is no standing still, 
Onward and ever onward the shifting sands must run, 

Onward and ever onward stretch out the roads of life 

And we the pilgrims who stand therein must walk till life is done. 
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THE HISTORY OF A ROSE 


iv 


‘ ROSE OF 
wd iniroe. SE OF EVE 


Far, far down the bine tile of time in a lonely garden there hung 

i a rose. 

The form of it was not the form of the roses that overhang the 
marshes of Virginia, 

Nor such as dwell in the hothouses of the rich. 

The form of it was not the form of any rose. And yet it was a rose. 

The hot sunlight of the tropics touched it with unearthly brilliance. 

The color of it was as the color of the wild beast’s blood without the 
garden when it lay dying on the plain. 

A scarlet bird came to sit in the branches of the parent bush, a 
scarlet bird with black, unresting eyes. 

But she paled beside the scarlet rose. 

For that was as red as if the angel with the flaming sword had 
touched it. 


There she flamed a living day. 

The humming bird came to pay his court. 

Even Pheebus himself leaned from his chariot to gaze upon her. 

In the hot, still noon came one who leaned above her, one who left 
upon her petals the light dew of her lips. 

At eve there came a slender youth who knelt to loose the soil about 
her roots. 

There was none else in the garden. 

Oh, how reluctantly leaned Phoebus back into his chariot. 

He gave the steeds full rein, hoping in speed he might forget. 

He leaped into the purple west where stood the waiting graces. 

As Aurora’s maids hold back the curtains of the east, so the graces 
held back for their lord the scarlet curtains of the west. 

Some of the inner rays came forth. 

They fell upon a twilight, purple garden. They flamed upon a 
dying scarlet rose. 
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One stood near, and a light wind shook the rose toward her. 
A drop of dew fell in the scarlet chalice. 
It was the tear of mother Eve who wept her rose. 
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Hy 5g hOee OF TITUS 


It was eve, eve in the streets of Jerusalem. 

‘The sun flamed hot and sickly on the narrow, dusty ways and 
dirty, jostling crowd. 

It scorched the bare back of the beggar, it burned the pustulant 
sores of the leper. 

There slouched the wolf-like dog with hot tongue lolling. 

The stupid beasts of burden did even feel the heat. 


High up on the flat roof of a house, a house that looked toward 
the east, 

A woman toiling up the narrow steps did lift her hand to shield her 
dazzled eyes. 

She lifted up her eyes toward the east, She looked beyond the hot 
and dusty city, 

Far out to the low foothills of the east. 

“Oh, Jerusalem, Jerusalem,” she murmured, “thou hast well nigh 
scorched the life from all I love. 

And yet wouldst hurt me further? 

Almost could I wish I climbed the hills of Judea still a girl, 

And yet—not so.” 


Her sad eyes left the blue and distant hills and sought the canopy 

That shielded but a portion of the roof. She walked toward it 
slowly. 

One toil-worn hand was held behind her back. 

There on a pile of rags slumbered a little child, a little lad whose 
years had numbered four. 

Apparently he slept. 

The dark curls lay damp upon his forehead, the long lashes swept 
the boy’s cheek, 
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A cheek as white as marble. 

“He sleeps!”” murmured the mother, and her heart began to. beat. 

” she repeated. ““That is well for thee, my Titus. 

I will lay it on thy pillow, the scarlet, lovely rose, 

That from the carriage of the beautiful Salome fell like a drop of 
blood upon the way. 

When thou dost waken thou shalt have it, little Titus.” 


“He sleeps, 


Her hand fell to her side. 

In it she held a poor, half wilted rose. A scarlet rose. 
Nearer and nearer she crept. He did not stir. 

She sank upon her knees, she took his little hand. 
Weeping she laid the rose upon his bosom. 
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POUR PINES ROS E 


England’s sun shone golden over the gardens of the queen, 
Over the gardens of Elizabeth, the queen. 

There she walked at noon, alone and unattended. 

She felt a robe of liberty she did not often wear. 

She dreamed she was not queen, but only a girl, 

A girl like other girls. 

The sunlight touched her titian hair to gold. 

The uncertainty of solitude possessed her. 

Upon her bosom lay a scarlet rose. 

She dreamed a queen might love like any peasant girl. 


The great queen raised her arms toward the heavens. 
It seemed she would embrace them. She was free. 
A queen has power, even to be free. 


But above her in the lichen tree the oriole sang mocking, 

Above her in the lichen tree he dared to mock a queen. 

The sunlight and shadow in the grasses seemed like a royal grating to 
the queen, 

The hedge became a palisade. The sunlight on her hair 

Felt heavy as the crown. 

She snatched the rose from off her heaving bosom, 

She gazed into its heart. 

A gift from the Earl of Leicester. A royal rose. 

She kissed the scarlet petals. 

A queen may kiss a rose. 

One by one she tore the petals off. They fluttered to her feet. 

With a laugh she called to her ladies from the hedge. 

Queens have but a moment for love. 
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MY ROSE 


The sun kissed every rose in the little garden. 

He kissed them all. 

But he kissed the longest the red rose vine on the latticed porch. . 
That had one splendid bloom. I kissed it too. 

We kissed it scarlet. 


I looked about my little sun-kissed garden. 

I saw the splendid lilies looking regal, 

The asters and the star of Bethlehem. 

Beneath the window lay the cool green stretch of bergamot and 
mint. 

Beyond it in the hollow fell the drooping, milk-pale branches, 

The branches of the little locust tree. 


My rose was queen of all. 

I kissed her red, red leaves, I looked into her heart. 
She whispered things no living tongue can tell. 

She told me of a garden where she bloomed long ago. 
She had lain in the hot streets of Jerusalem. 

She had rested on the bosom of a queen. 

How long her soul had traveled! 

I kissed her scarlet petals. They fluttered to my feet. 
But the imperishable lived on. 
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Often at the break of dawn 

Clear above the city’s roar 

I have heard the sound of voices 
Whispering at the convent door, 
Oft I hear the voices bringing 
Bitter memories to me, 

Oft I hear the song bird singing 
Down beside the wintery sea, 

And the whisper of the voices, 
And the song bird’s mocking lay 
Wake old echoes I had fancied 
Deeply buried far away. 

And the years go rolling backward 
Backward down the hill of life, 
Back the way my feet have toiled, 
Traveling long miles of strife. 

So that I in childhood walking 

See again the sun-kissed sea, 

Hear the mocking bird’s gay whistle, 
See the fallow, golden lea, 

And I walk with my companions 
Through the early dews of morn, 
Conscious of the black child’s envy, 
Conscious of the white child’s scorn. 
I was not as my companions, 

Not as other girls was I, 

So in turn I scorned the black girl, 
And the white girl passed me by. 
Oh, the aching void of childhood! 
Oh, the heritage of sin! 
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Outward I was fair to gaze on— 

Though my blood was mixed within. 

And I lived, my isolation 

Searing all my childish heart, 

Brooding, dreaming, scorned and scorning, 
In the mesh of tragedy caught. 


I was old beyond my summers, 

I would dream of deeper things 

Than should come to the light-hearted, 

Than the smile of childhood brings. 

Sometimes like a shrouded picture 

Comes the memory of my mother 

Wan-eyed in the room’s dim shadows, 

Black-robed for my unknown father. 

Once I asked her of my father. 

In the gloom I saw her eyes 

Flash like leaping flames at evening 

When the lightning rends the skies. 

Then her pale cheek darker glowed, 

Slowly sank the dusky head. 

“Mother, tell me of my father. 

Is my darling father dead?” 

Dead! He was worse than dead. 

I had dreamed of him many a year, 

Watered the grave of his memory 

With many a childish tear. 

‘Now she told me and plainly— 

Showed me with ill-concealed shame 

The faithless heart of a father 

Unworthy the sacred name. 

He was gone, he was worse than dead, 
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I must never expect him more, 
Who had woven a childlike fairy dream 
Of a father’s step at the door. 


The blight lies deep at the heart of the rose. 
Dreams are ever on wing. 

Snatch the halo from those you love 

And love is a fading thing. 

Now can I dream him noble and good? 

My poor mother is lone. 

He has given me name nor blood— 
Child-hate is as cold as stone. 


All my dreams were rudely wakened, 
All my fond hopes sharply hushed, 

In a flash the child heart waking, 
From my heart that name was crushed. 
Still I mused on other questions, 

Things that vexed the childish heart. 
“Mother, we are not like others, 

We have ever lived apart. 

Down the avenue’s long distance 

In the evening’s purple gloaming, 
Hand in hand beneath the shade trees, 
Lovers in the dusk are roaming. 

And the little children playing 

Fill the pleasant air with mirth, 

Why can we not mingle with them? 
Is it for my lowly birth?” 

From her dusky cheek the red blood 
Like a leaping flame receded. 

“When the evening comes, my mother, 
Let me play with them.” I pleaded. 
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And my little sister Lillian, 
My lone childhood’s one companion, 
Solace for my isolation, 


Joined in with her childish treble. 


Then my mother’s voice fell sharply 
Through the ever shadowed room, 
Sending unfamiliar echoes 

Ringing in the velvet gloom. 

“You may never in the evening 
When the dying sunlight wanes, 
Touching with a golden glory 
Willow tree and flaming panes, 
Down the avenue’s long distance 
Join the reveling childish mirth, 
You must pay with isolation 

That dark stain upon your birth. 
And the sin goes farther, farther, 
He alone was not to blame, 

On my side my parents, sinning,» 
Brought me to a deeper shame. 

Look you here.”’ She turned the gas jet 
Fled the awesome, shadowy gloom, 
And a soft and golden radiance 
Flooded all the little room. 

There stood mother, my own mother, 
Beautiful she was to see, 

But a soft, prevailing something 
Not in Lillian, not in me, 

Veiled her as the mists of evening 
When they wrap the Normal School, 
Wrapt her to us, swept her from us, 
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Pearl-like, beautiful and cool. 
Pearl-like fell the lingerie wrapper, 
Every fold seemed laid to rest, 
With a subtle embrace folding 
That slight form and heaving breast. 
But her hair was not like Lillian’s, 
And my glass said not like mine, 
Child I was but sudden terror 
Shook me as the Autumn vine. 

Did she see? Her eyes grew darker, 
Darker yet they flamed with pain, 
Over all her frozen countenance 
Stole the silent flush of shame. 
Then her soft lips curling proudly, 
“Is the child to blame?” she said. 
“Did I choose my baser blood? 

I must blame it to the dead. 

Yet I too have sinned, my error 
Brings two precious souls to shame, 
And the heritage I leave you, 
Tainted blood and shadowed name, 
Sweeps you from the social circles, 
You are made the white child’s scorn, 
And the black child is inferior, 
You must walk through life alone.” 


Nevermore in the wan twilight 

Did we beg to go and play 

Where light-hearted childhood singing 
Made the avenue so gay. 

But we often sat to watch them, 
Hidden by the sheltering vine, 
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Where the twilight and the fragrance 
Seemed to mingle and entwine. 
Sitting on the porch steps childlike, 
Wistful-eyed and hand in hand, 
They were in the world of childhood, 
We were of another land. 

Sometimes when the sun receded, 
And the world stood like a bride 
Veiled in the soft mists of evening, 
And the fields looked bare and wide, 
Up a favored path together 

We would wend our lonely way, 
There the street lamps were not lighted, 
Flocks of children did not play. 

But it led across the meadows, 
Shadow-flecked and clover-grown, 
Every wild flower nodding, sleeping, 
Every bird note was our own. 

Every breath of incense wafted 

From the honey-suckle vine . 
Came love-laden as from heaven, 
With a fragrance all-divine. 

In the hedge, the thick-leafed hedges, 
We could hear the nestlings cheep, 
And the mother bird’s soft scolding 
As she hushed her babes to sleep. 

By the long red wall together, 

Where the veterans took their rest, 
Where the grass lay soft as velvet 
Over many a slumbering breast— 
They on one hand sleeping, resting, 
On the left the open field 
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Brown and level in the twilight, 

We could see the night-hawk wheel, 
Hear his shrill, peculiar calling, 

See the National Soldiers’ home, 
Weather-worn and old brick buildings 
Rising from the velvet gloom. 
Through the winding walks we loved 
Here and there an aged form 

Paused to speak a friendly greeting, 
Veterans harbored from life’s storm. 


Oft we walked the sloping terrace 
Overlooking the still sea, 

Across the grass the low hydrangea, 
The tapered gold-green of the tree. 
The sea gull in the sunset wheeled, 
The cattle on the sand-bar stood 
Knee-deep where shallow waters laved 
Across the Roads the purple wood. 
There was no one to mock us there, 
There was no one to point and say 
“Such people undermine the state,” 
As once I heard a woman say. 

Then my sweet mother curled her lip, 
“God erred,” she said, “in giving us birth— 
Or did the fault lay with my own 
That we should be pariahs on earth?” 
That was a new word then to me, 

My child heart thought it something nice 
To hear it so applied to me, 

An outcast, I have learned its price. 
And Lillian, my full confidante, 
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With whom I mused on all my heart, 
Made old before her time, poor child, 
With many a maddening racial thought, 
We mused together on that word, 
We conned it in our childish brain 
Till on the tablet of our life 

Lay written its meaning over-plain. 
Oh, bitter, bitter word to hear, 

Oh, bitter, bitter word to say, 

Oh, iron-hearted king to rule 

Two little children at their play! 

For nevermore down the long street 

In the lovely purple gloaming 

Might we hope to join the children, 
Or the happy lovers roaming. 

But now we loved the quiet ways, 
The dew-wet field, the darkening lea, 
That sloping terrace of the Home 
That overlooks the sleeping sea. 

I stood upon the wide stone stéps, 
Below the bank hydrangeas grew, 
They matched the color of my dress, 
They were the blue of heaven’s own blue. 
The sun had set and all his lights 
Had died away upon the sea, 

And one lone star looked silently 
And kindly down it seemed to me. 
Then came the night, the sable night, 
And silently his wings he spread 
Above the scorning and the scorned, 
Above the living and the dead. 

And with him came his thousand eyes, 
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Across the blackness of the wave, 
A myriad lights that gleamed afar. 
Like flowers upon the black-earthed grave. 


The roses on the bird’s house burn, 

The vesper bells chime sweet, chime low, 
And many messages they bring 

But only this of earth I know. 

In the gray shadow of the new-born day 
When the roses twine at the cottage door 
Sweet with the odorous breath of May, 
And the children shout at their merry play 
I wake, and over the glad, sweet earth 
Hovers the cloud of my gray despair 

As the mist falls over the clover fields, 
Chilling the warm, sweet scented air. 

The long street hums with the sounds of life, 
Life of which I may never be part. 

But I sit alone in the little brown house 

In the mesh of tragedy caught. 


PART TWO 


You pale, sweet roses, waft the balm of life 

About the charred cold embers of my heart, 
Bring’me the breath of youth who have such lack 
Now in my young sweet years, now in my youth. 
Sweet years! Sweet years! Oh mockery of truth, 
Oh shallow surface thought, had I my wish 

Each living thing, each spark of life, my own, 
Would, as the ephemera, wend its way 

As early into illimitable, happy space. 
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Then might I too be happy. But a day! 

Oh kindly, loving time to pass me so. 

Speed, speed away and take away my dreams 
Into illimitable, never-ending space! 

Take and carry them far away from me! 


I 


I saw the bright river, ’twas flowing along, 

I heard in the distance the sound of a song. 

As the wind sighing through the pine branches at dawn 
Down the river at twilight it sounded forlorn. 


Was it the cry of a heart that was bleeding, 

The sound of a mother heart weeping alone, 

Who rises at midnight to fondle her children, 
Who gropes in the darkness and finds they are gone. 


Oh wind down the river, wail sad for my mother, 
Wail on for the mothers who weep all alone, 
Who rise at the midnight to fondle the children, 
Who grope in the darkness to find they are gone. 
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So wailed the sad October winds, 
So beat the cold October rain, 
Waking old whispers long departed 
On beaten roof and window pane. 
So rang the childish voices gone, 
So beat our footsteps on her ear 
When my poor mother sat alone 
And never child of hers was near. 
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Oh bruised and beaten mother-heart, 
Oh crushed and hungry mother-love 
No kindly hand will bring you aid, 
Your bitter tears no heartstrings move. 
Gone are the jewels you hid 

In the oaken chest of your home, 

Gone is the sunlight of childhood, 

In desolation you roam. 

Beat on in a silent fury 

Your clenched hands on the pane, 

One served you ill in the by-gone years, 
He has served you ill again. 

Hide your dark head in a silken shawl, 
Go search them out in the street, 

Ask of them wistfully, strangers who pass, 
Through the long years of defeat. 
There are those who may give you aid, 
Have you sought the aid of the law, 
Oh, tortured heart, who has ever been 
From measures of peace so far? 


So she sought us out in the rain, 

In the wild October rain, 

Who were speeding away, by a father borne 
Who had claimed his own again. 

To a new and changing life; 

One sat close at our side 

Holding a hand of either 

With something akin to pride. 


I knew him. ’T'was he who met us 


The day we had walked alone, 
37 


Lillian and I, across the fields, 

By the low red wall of stone. 

He had started and spoke on seeing me, 

He had asked me then my name. 

“So like her mother.” I heard him mutter. 
“Oh, well, is the child to blame?” 

He had asked me then if I had a pony 

To ride on all my own, 

If I wanted a doll as tall as myself 

That could talk and walk alone. 

He had given us chocolates, told us then 

He was lord of a fairy ring, 

And we must meet him the next day there, 
But never to say a thing. 

And that is how we were riding away 
With a fairy king on a train. , 
But he seemed so cross when we wanted to go 
Back to our mother again. 


I was old for my summers then, 
But over-trusting, I fear, 
When I heard him explain our weeping 
To the idle and curious near. 
“My little girl cries for her mother, 
Her mother is passed away, 
I am taking the children to other scenes 
That are not so silent and gray.” 
This was the story so often heard 
We almost began to believe, 
Childlike, our new-bought garments of black 
Helping the story to weave. 
Was it strange that we fell so soon 
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Into the well-woven snare, 

That I found myself telling the story too 
With childlike and minute care? 

Could it mean that she was forgotten, 
That sad and desolate one, 

Who suddenly reft of her only hope 

Had none to comfort her, none! 
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I was eight in my ninth small summer, Lillian was five 

Going on six. So isolated had been our life, so dreary our lot, 
Childlike we welcomed the broad new life of the fashionable school, 
And the beautiful clothes such as we never had worn 

In the quiet comfortable town, 

In the little brown house by the sea, 

Silk dresses, and toys, and friendships new, 

The delight and the glitter of childhood. 


We never had time to hark back, 

There were so many duties to do, 

Purposely given, given that we might forget. 
Time has given me wisdom, life is a cloth of deceit, 
Woven a tangle of lies, woven with selfish intent. 
So were our little lives woven 

To a pattern so tangled and intricate 

Neither could ever go back, 

Would never go back if she could. 


So in the chatter of school-life 
Ever our silence we held 
When our gay little friends would discourse 
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Of a world that was wider still, 

Each from a separate corner 

Of the great and beautiful unknown. 
This one would speak of her mother, 
That one would chatter of home, 

But ever we two were silent 

With a silent inward shame, 

Letting the slow years bury, 

Passively bury our love, 

Love for the arms that had fondled us, 
Love for the heart that was true. 


Selfishness, pride, traits that are dormant sometimes, 
But ever live in the heart, 

Woke from their slumber in ours, 
Bade us bury the past, 

The humble and lowly past. 

Till the better part of our souls 
Was buried under their weight 
And beautiful memory died, 

Till the past was all oblivion; 

We lived for the present alone. 

So went the slow-flitting years. 
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I dream of many a woodland glade 
And many a green-mossed hill 

Where oft our little feet have strayed 
And my feet wander still, 

Yet only in my dreams I live 

And never in reality, 
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As in a maze my feet have trod 
Old footpaths worn beside the sea. 


Oft when the sun beyond the hills 
Had gone away in splendor clad, 
Carmine and gold and ruby tints, 
The brightest raiment that he had, 
When he had left each window pane, 
Blazoned with gold, a living fire, 
Shorn of his glory, cold and lone, 
And the dark sentinel chapel spire— 


Did memory never wing her way 

Back to the little house, lonely, brown, 
To the lonely paths across the fields 

In the heart of a sleepy town? 

There were duties to fill the restless brain, 
There were children’s friendships new, 
Fawning, adoring, caressing friends, 
Surface friends, on the surface true. 


There were two that were deeper, truer, 
That clung from the first to me, 

Two with a childish insight, 

Sweet Mary and Norman Lee. 

They had been long at the school, 
Were often lonely they said, 

But there was no one to love or care, 
Their father and mother were dead. 


I was eight in my ninth small summer, 
And Mary was nine or so, 
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Norman was slightly older still, 

He said he would be my beau. 

His father had left him a house and lands, 
They should be my own, he said, 

And Lillian and Mary should live with us 
When we were grown and wed. 


Oh happy and innocent childhood, 
Sweet hours that can find their bliss 
In rainbow dreams of a happy time, 
In a childish hug and kiss. 

Childhood dwells in a happy land, 
We must leave it all some day, 
However unwilling to take the trip 
We must journey far away. 


But oh the joy of sojourn there, 

The treasure untold it yields, 

Childhood wakes on a summer morn 
To the breath of the daisied fields. 
Childhood closes its weary eyes 

Ere yet the stars be clear 

With a glad sweet vision of hours to be, 
For another day is near. 


Inseparable hours of our childhood, 

Sweet friendship, lovable best. 

White and blue in the clear-cut sky, 

Red and gold in the argent west. 

Across wide spaces lay the purple wood, 
The sun burned hotly down upon the fields, 
And still across the never-fading landscape 
My brooding fancy steals. 
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I see low valleys, and the form of wings 
Slow-flitting in the happy light of dawn, 

The bright light fades at last, old scenes obscured 
Proclaim the darkness of a childhood gone. 

Time goes, youth has its recompense to give, 

Its promises of all-sufficient glory, 

New buds, new dreams, new love, or else 

The strengthening of a past year’s old love story. 
So found I it when I was seventeen, 

Oh, brightly rose the sun in those glad days, 
And bright the argent glory of the west 

Unto the happy school girl’s heedless gaze. 


And so it is with youth and this sad life, 

This sad, deceitful life that ever seems 

To fold us in a loving, gracious arm, 

To feed us in a world of happy dreams, 

She lulls us in a sweet, deceitful calm, 

We wander in her balmy, mazy fields, 

When at the turning of some favored path 
Some cold, forbiding burst of fury steals— 
Some cloud to dim the crystal light of youth, 
To make the young heart bitter with its woe, 
To darken all the pleasant summer ways 

That we may never walk there any more. 
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You’ve dreamed enough and now your dreams are gone, 
Pale white-lipped lilies, in the garden die, 
You’ve measured out the little breath of summer, 
You’ve seen the pleasant starlight and the dawn, 
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The flitting of the butterflies of life 
That came to flit across your faded lawn. 


The harp-strings of the summer, strained and old, 
No longer pleasant melody shall tell, 

The faces that once bent adoring o’er you 

Come lingering in the moonlight and are cold; 

No longer on your beauty shall they dwell, 

The tongues that praised thy loveliness are mold. 


‘Two children in the garden, lilies blown, 
Down the long lily-scented lane of time, 

Far, far away and back they played together, 
Sweet mignonette and breath of winds forlorn. 
Day goes, I hear the convent bells’ sweet chime, 
And all the vexing dreams of earth are gone. 


PART THREE 


I 


What need to linger on a broken chord? 

I wandered in the twilit garden late 
Alone, when even vesper bells were hushed, 
Nor any bird sang to his sleepy mate. 

It seemed a silence made that I should hear 
The timid lifting of a latch, the gate 


Swung softly back, and she came down the walk, 
I knew her in a minute, though it seemed 
Her dark and lovely face unto my mind 
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Was as a picture that a child had dreamed, 
Although her head was silvered with its woe, 
And down her cheeks the anguished teardrops streamed. 


I went into her arms and knew the kiss 

I had not felt in nine long broken years, 

Came Lillian, and she questioned none the more, 
But mingled in the sadness of our tears, 

Nor knew her mother save when she was told. 
Love rose triumphant over shame and fears. 


Fears of this newer world to which my soul 

Was welded with a chain exceeding bright. 

Old love, new love, must one go down before 
The other into dark oblivion’s night? 

Would that new love prove constant over all, 
And stand with us before the world’s cold sight? 


I knew that he was proud, and prouder still 
That sister of my lover, Mary Lee, 

Yet sweetly she had loved me nine long years, 
And dear that girlish love had grown to be. 
But sweeter, dearer to my hungry heart 

This old, remembered mother-love to me. 


She rested in the city, where, she said, 

She had been three years waiting for this day. 
The anguish of it tore within my heart, 

I cried to her to take us both away. 

I feared my harsh, unloving father’s claim, 
But first ’'d hear what Mary had to say 
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Of this my going off. I had no shame 

For my own noble mother, constant, true, 

But I would prove the depth of Mary’s love. 

She kissed us, yearned above us and withdrew. 
The sweet child, Lillian, ran to pack her treasures, 
And left me in the garden’s dusk and dew. 


I had not three times made the lilies’ rounds, 
Nor brushed the shining dew from border green 
Before I saw her coming down the path. 

We met, the myrtle and the rose between. 

She feared the dampness for me, saw me pale, 
And all her sweet solicitude was seen. 


I took her hand and kissed it and I wept, 

“Oh, Mary, love, if I were baser born 

Into this world than ever you had dreamed 

Would you forget me, break my heart with scorn, 
Or would you, loving me with anguish still, 
Withdraw and leave me in my shame forlorn?” 


She laughed, and in the moonlight her sweet face 
Grew scornful at the fancy that her love 

Could not endure a world. She kissed me oft, 
Called me her little dreamer, lost wild rose, 

And many other things that proved to me 

A love as stable as the stars above. 


I told her half my story, and her arms 

Fell from my neck with horror at the shame, 

The story of that treacherous, faithless man 

Who claimed me, yet had never given me name. 
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I felt her arms fall from me and I cried 
“Oh, Mary, sister, is the child to blame?” 


I had misjudged her, for with loving haste 
Her arms went round me close as to defend 
Me from the world of cold, unfriendly eyes 
That tear the timid heart, and love to rend, 
Then nestling in her arms’ enfolding care 

I told her all my shame and reached the end. 


She did not start away nor loose her arms 
From their sweet clasp. I only felt her turn, 
And in the moonlight felt her searching gaze 
Into my chilled heart slowly burn, 

Her curious gaze that sought for signs of this 
My baser blood, and nothing could discern. 


For in a moment more her smiles broke out, 
She fancied that I jested, tried her faith. 
She would not half believe, and yet a chill 
Fell on her as of one who sees a wraith, 
And as I stood before her, silent, shamed, 
She paled as one who gazes on a death. 


She put her arms around me and I felt 

Again the tender sweetness of her kiss 

That might have had the old familiar love, 

But something in its depth I seemed to miss, 
That made her kindness seem to have a sting, 

She whispered “‘Love, we must tell Norman this.” 


I clung to her a moment and I felt 
As one who bids a loved one farewell, 
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Who leans across the bars of life itself 

To hear the slow, sad ringing of its knell. 
She turned our steps in silence to the house 
And then I knew it was the convent bell. 


We reached the doorway and I turned to her. 
“Oh, Mary, if your love were ever true, 

And I believe it so, do this for me, 

Then tell him all. It would come best from you.” 
She turned away her face, I scarcely heard 

Her whisper as she promised so to do. 


I scarcely saw her all the next long day. 

T'was in the evening we had planned to go, 

And as the day wore slowly to an end 

I seemed to miss her bright smile more and more. 
I knew that she had told him all, and yet 

I longed to see him once ere I should go. 


Who knew that at the stealing of the dusk 

I would forever leave my walls of gray, 
Whose promises still lingered in my heart, 

A breath from out the happy fields of May, 
Whose heart, if it had ever breathed of truth, 
Would yearn to see me ere I went away. 


I could not stop the leaden hours’ slow flight, 

I could not ask that he would come to me, 

Nor linger when my heart cried out to go. 

I felt as one who in an agony 

Knows not which way to turn, and so must take 
The straightest path ahead that he can see. 
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So at the dusk I left the convent gate, 

My mother and my sister at my side, 

I knew not what emotions filled my heart 

Who once had dreamed to leave it as a bride. 

Yet her gay happiness was mine, the gate 

That once had barred my footsteps now swung wide. 


I 


Again we sat upon the vine-clad porch 

That in my early childhood I had known, 

The old familiar winds blew from the sea, 

And breaths of bergamot and rose were blown. 
Adown the dusky avenue we heard 

The merry sounds of childhood at its play, 

And heard it with a sadness at our hearts 
When we remembered our lone childhood’s day. 


Though now we did not yearn to wander there, 
For we three lonely ones were all in all 

To each, and when a deeper dusk had fallen 

We crossed the fields and wandered past the wall 
Where slept the valiant dead, who done with strife 
Forever slumbered at their quiet rest, 

And we, the living dead, oft wandered in 

To lay our gathered buds on some cold breast. 


There came a day when we must lay our buds 
Upon our own; my little sister died. 

To bind us deeper to a world of dreams 

Where still she ever lingered at our side, 

Yet knew that in a way her pure sweet soul 

So free to come and go in this new state 
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Had cast aside all bonds of birth and blood 
When once she wandered through its open gate. 


We could not wish her back and yet we wept, 
And knew not if our tears were joy or woe, 

Such glory streamed in through the western panes 
And her child-soul had risen in its glow 

Straight up into the sunset where she played 

In golden streets, or by the river’s side. 

We loved to dream that she looked down at us 
Standing beside the golden gates flung wide. 


And now I knew as never I had known 

How dark would be my sin if I should wed 

And rear a child to share my tragic life, 

The isolation to which I was bred. 

And thus it was my weak soul gathered strength 
Day after day in that lone dreamy place, 

And courage for the hour that was to come 
When I should meet my lover face to face. 


For he had found my quiet, calm retreat. 
He came to me one evening. It was late, 
But I had lingered long out in the garden 
To train a rose beside the little gate, 

A scarlet rose that Lillian had loved, 

And planted it, and said it was for me, 

So that I loved and tended it the more 

For her who lay and dreamed beside the sea. 


And so he came and found me by the gate, 

Had come, he said, to take me far away, 

For what were birth and blood to those who love. 
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Across the roses then I spoke to him 

And asked him why he had not come that day. 
He blushed, for that sweet sister’s ardent pride 
Had stooped to treachery, she told him naught, 
And when he first had heard of my strange flight 
He knew not what he fancied, what he thought. 


For he had been as one who, dazed and blind, 

Knows not which way to turn, nor why my flight 
Till Mary’s heart relenting, she confessed, 

Told all my story to him, then too late, 

And why she planned we should not meet that night. ; 
I could forgive her treachery, for she loved, 

And I loved too, but something in my heart 

Died out of faith and trust in human love, 

That in my soul had been a living part. 


And so I told him we must say farewell, 

For I and mine were those as set aside, 

Apart from life, it was not given to me 

To dream so much as friendship with the world, 
To wed like other girls and be a bride. 

He would not have it so. I told again 

My story, but he would not hear me speak, 

Nor have me speak against my blood and birth, 
So that I feared his love, my heart being weak. 


For he was true to me, and love is sweet 

When you have dreamed the whole world alien, cold, 
But even as we paused we turned as one 

To look into the garden’s shadowy depths, 

And pink rose lanes where I had played of old. 
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She moved beneath the bending locust boughs 

Her bowed head touched with sorrow’s early frost, 
And all my heart cried down the scented dusk 

I must be true to her at any cost. 


I asked if he would part my soul from hers. 
He said her home was mine and still should be, 
By all divinest rights her home was mine. 

I asked him ‘“‘What of Mary?” speaking low, 
He looked away and could not answer me. 
“Could Mary’s home and hers be one?” I cried, 
“And even so, would she be happy there? 

To meet with Mary’s friends, to ever seem 

A living lie, who is so sweet and fair.” 


Ah no, and if my life were torn from hers, 

I pictured her all desolate at eve. 

I knew that she would wander up and down, 

A shadow in the scented garden dusk, 

And with the sighing of the locust she would grieve. 
Ah no, for there my heart’s first itnpulse lay, 

The first sweet primal love and tenderness, 

Though this sweet after-love should tear my heart, 
Before the first I could but deem it less. 


And so I laid my hand upon his own 

As tenderly as though my heart were there, 
Feeling as if in truth my heart were left 

I turned away and crept into the dusk, 

Down pink rose lanes that blossomed of her care. 
I could not smell the rose nor see the stars 
Beyond the purple dusk, it seemed to me 
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The blood from out my broken heart arose 
Filling my eyes so full I could not see. 


I seemed as one who blindly walking on 

Had missed his path in life’s unending way, 
Who never could retrace his faltering steps, 
But ever he must wander, wander on 

Into the tangled wilderness and gray. 

Life offered nothing more, it seemed to me, 
For I had left my life beyond the gate, 

When lo—beneath the bending locust tree, 
With sad, dim eyes, for me she seemed to wait. 


This was the only balm to heal my wound, 
That I should comfort her. We two were left 
As aliens in a cold, unfriendly world, 

All loneliness save as we walked together, 
Cast out of all the world, of all bereft. 

Only were ours the singing fields of May, 
The ever-whispering groves, the twilit hush, 
The dripping gold of sunset on the pane, 
The love-song in the eaves of nesting thrush. 


We had no other love and so we clung 

More ardently to that which was for all, 

The bright, unspeaking star so silent-kind, 
The garden’s ever-changing mystic beauty, 
Sunlight and shadow on the moss-grown wall. 
We drank the season’s beauty as the rose 

Takes thirstily the silvery, cooling dew, 

Till life beyond the garden gate seemed strange, 
For little of its restless ways we knew. 
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Yet often from those gates we ventured out 

As time went by, at dusk or quiet dawn, 

Many an humble home flung wide its doors, 

And many a little child held out its arms 

To take our gifts, nor looked at us with scorn. 
We gave, and many an empty table filled, 

Or hushed the hunger of a sick child’s cry, 

And many an humble face that smiled its blessing 
Gave sunshine to our hearts as we passed by. 


Time went, and all our money being gone, 
We found a refuge in these walls of stone, 
Where my sweet mother breathed away her last 
Sad days on earth and sought a better land. 
But I live on and walk forever lone. 

I live as one who walks unseeing down 

The many-checkered paths of earth, and seem 
An alien in a land that is not mine, 

As though I lay a dreamer, earth a dream. 


I hold no bitterness for those who seem 

So unakin to kindness and to God, 

Whose natures, warped and pitiful, have made 
The earth and all its dictates their decree, 
And earth’s approval all their hoped reward. 
Or yet more pitiful the canting soul 

Who makes a boast of seeming Christian love, 
Who sings the loudest hymn, or loudest prays, 
And deems himself approved of Him above. 
Who yet upon the side street turns away 
From him of lesser station than his own, 
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Who flings a swift, unloving little dole, 

Makes haste to get the fame thereof in print, 
But shuns the cottage where the sick child’s moan 
Accuses him. His pious conduct reaps 

Rich fruit of praise. From such I turn away, 

Yet hold no bitterness for scorn that dies, 

And for the scorner I can ever pray. 


Earth fades whene’er the feet are straightly set 
Within the narrow way so rough to go, 

With many by-ways to mislead the feet 

Did we not see His star lead ever on, 

A promise of His glory in our woe. 

Earth fades. I would not reach one hand to grasp 
Its fleeting pleasures, for I go away 

To meet my loved ones in the happy streets 
Where His one presence makes eternal day. 
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AT THE WiNDOW 


SPRING 


Ten years at the window I sat 
Overlooking the land and the sea: 

Sails went by like a vision dreamed, 
Down to harbors anew they sped; 

The fields were crimson to-day, it seemed, 
On the morrow they were dead. 


Spring on the clover fields smiling, 

And life like a child new-born 

Feebly inhaling the vital breath, 

The strong sweet winds of the sea; 

And my world wakes from her sleeping death 
And blooms again for me. 


O fields, you are crimson as blood! 
And the clover waves in the breeze 
Ridged like the waves of the sea; 

If I could sink in the heart of you, 
Poor little wistful, yearning me, 
Fields of ‘clover, what would I do? 


O poplar trees, you are green, 

Delicate, fragrant green; 

Ten long years you have decked yourself 
In your bridal garments for me, 

Plain, but exquisitely plain, 

Still looking toward the sea. 
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Clusters of milk white bloom, 
Pale-fingered locust, 

Breathing the essence of spring, 
The breath of a woodland glade. 
Come, wan sweet petals, to cling 
To my tresses; lend me your shade. 


Down in my own little garden 

The geraniums burst into flame; 

Mine is the sweetest of Eden-bowers, 
The rose-buds swell in the golden sun, 
The mosses bloom for a few brief hours 
And their little life is done. 


And you, O wild old tree, 

Wild old crab-apple tree, 

From the window I watch and admire, 

You seem to be heart of it all; 

I think that the spring has touched you, set you afire, 
Wild old crab-apple tree by the red brick wall. 


SUMMER 


Summer, delicious summer, a child full grown, 

In all your maturity’s splendor you bloom for me; 

Spring was an uncouth fledgling, you are a woman grown, 

And the concentration of all your beauty is down here by the sea. 


You have set the wild bees humming in the misted fields of clover, 
You have taken the gold of Phcebus and spread it over the grass, 
You have set the deep waves sighing with a wistful yearning and 
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You have stolen the breath of time, he is faint, he will never pass, 
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O summer, you rogue, you tyrant, thy beauty is thine excuse, 

The blossom is gone from the vine, but the fruit hangs purple and 
sweet, 

The poplar trees are enveloped with a bride-like haze of blue, 

And the red, red strawberries nestle in the wind-blown grass at thy 
feet. 


O star-like and beautiful summer, still coaxing my feet to stray, 

I would walk abroad in thy fields and smell the breath of the pine, 
And watch the flame of the robin, a wave of scarlet atilt, 

Still fancy the world a garden where every bloom is mine. 


There’s a hot wind stirs the clover, and the sunlit fields are blue, 
I hear the silvery-throated chimes disturb the mid-day calm, 
The pale pink rose is scorched in the blighting smile of the sun, 
But the honey’d breath of the blossom is heaven’s own balm. 


O June, you are not full grown, you are hardly more than a child, 

But all the wiles and the witchery of youth and beauty are thine, 

Childhood and girlhood woven in a scented cloth of gold, 

And you lure the heart of all the world. with the beauty of thy 
design. 


From the window I watch thee, my June, and the purple-eyed 
pansies smile, 

I am waiting the rains to come, to freshen thy heated brow; 

I am waiting, my June, my June, as the still, hot summers pass, 

A dead procession of ghosts; I have waited, am waiting now. 


Oh, the beauty, my June, my June, of the waxen heart of the rose, 
Pale white roses, my June, that spend their life in a day; 
And still I watch at my window, and life goes by as a dream, 
And the roses bloom, and the roses die; I am not as they. 
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AUTUMN 


There’s the music in the chimney of October winds at play, 

There’s a thousand harp-strings blowing from the wild, gray tossing 
sea, 

And a honeyed incense drifting through the softly beaten vine 

That frames the glory of the world One sculptured for me. 


Through the beaten gold of noonday, through the morning’s misted 
glory, 

Through the pale, wan lights of evening stealing up beyond the sea 

I mark the calm presaging of an immemorial beauty, 

Unfading through the life of lives, the deep heart waits to be. 


October in the marshes, through the grasses’ rusted gold 
The cold water glimmers, the pied frogs are still: 

Above them in the willow, in the sad, reproachful willow, 
The long and mournful notes of whip-poor-will. 


October in the hedges, the green is all afire, 

The wild cherry’s mantle the winds have flung away, 

She shivers in the sunlight, in the pale and golden sunlight, 

Who was so warm and beautiful when spring was young and gay. 


Old time has wooed the summer, and won her, she is gone, 

The rose lies in the grasses, the last pale rose is dead, 

There’s a chill wind low sighing through the naked poplar branches, 
The wild goose, lonely sentinel, flies southward overhead. 


Old pine tree, cease your sobbing. What caused thy crushing grief? 
Long years the sound has haunted me, ’tis more than I can bear. 
Hadst thou a soul too, prisoned at some high, lonely window 

Then I could sympathize with thee and with thy voiced despair. 
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WINTER 


The winter is here; desolation broods over the land and the sea; 
The evergreen shivers alone as the icy blast whirls by, 

And the desolation of snowflakes is veiling the cold, gray sea . 
With a curtain heavy and white from the dome of the evening sky. 


O cold little wind-swept garden, sweet spot that was once so fair, 
The withered stalk of chrysanthemum lies like a corpse on thy breast, 
That the snows have not yet buried, the cold and drifting snows, 
And hidden deep in its sepulchre to a long, long rest. 


Oh where is the veil of incense that floated up from thy heart 
When twilight was drooping her scented lids for a moonlight sleep? 
Where the rose and the lily, and the hot, sweet breath of geranium? 
Send but the ghost of a pale, sweet flower for me to keep. 


I am still at my window alone, and the sea is a leaden gray; 

I thought the summer would never pass, but winter is drearer still, 
Till morbid fancy has made me a captive here at the window, 

And winter the keeper who locked me here in a cell so chill. 


Ice on the wild cherry branches, and ice on the mill creek pond, 
And ice on the jeweled swamp where willows and cat-tails blew, 
Where the reed grass leaned to coquette with every passing songster, 
Where the mists came down like a bridal veil and the glittering dew. 


I looked from my window last evening; I had thought thee an 
unkind thing, 
Wreaking a joyful havoc sweet spring would never repair. 
And yearned for a sight of the queens-lace and the buttercups over 
the meadow, 
And the deep, sweet breath of the pine on the evening air. 
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Cold clouds blew down from the northland, ashen-gray in the dusk, 
The east was a palace of marble where one cold light 

Hung in the silence above me, glittered on water and snow, 

A chandelier hung in the firmament’s dome for the coming night. 


O beautiful, beautiful evening, O evening so still and white, 

Thou hadst no grandeur of winds perfumed, blown over a summer 
sea; 

But the moon in a golden glory lay over the pale, white snows, 

The winds whirled, and a thrilling mist blew over me. 


Should I sit at my window still, for a thousand nights to pass, 
And watch the seasons come crowding into life’s open door, 
And feed my soul on the beauty of each succeeding evening, 
And each were as fair as thee I could ask no more. 
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